HIGH   TIDE   AT   MALAHIDE

[To Lynn Doyle]

THE luminous air is wet
As if the moon came through
To hold as in a net
Such as the spiders set
By ditch and rivulet,
The grey unfallen dew.
The sun is not down yet;
As yet the eve is new..

The water is all a-quiver,
There scarce is room to stand
Beside the tidal river
So narrowed is the strand;
And, over there, the wood
Is standing in a flood,
Erect, and upside down;
And at its roots, a swan*

A silvern mist enhances,
By tangling half the light,
The glowing bay's expanses
Which else had been too bright;
For air is subject to
A tidal ebb and flow.

And all the weeds with sandy root,
That in the sunshine on the beach
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